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Like a snowflake 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first story | wrote about Bon Jovi, more or less one year ago. Hope you will enjoy it. 
| want to thank redpen who helped me with the translation and for being so kind <3 


Richie lit a candle with the lighter Orianthi had left on the shelf and a sweet smell of ginger filled the room. His 
partner loved the scented candles, they had plenty of them for every period of the year, especially for 
Christmas. 


Orianthi said that they helped her to concentrate during writing sessions, and although at first the persistent 


smell gave him trouble, he began to get used to it until he began to light them even when he was alone. 
They relaxed him. 


He decided to light a ginger one without a particular reason, simply because he had found it. The house was 


empty and he could finally enjoy some silence. 


For the Christmas holidays, his daughter Ava, with her boyfriend, and Orianthi's parents had decided to visit 


them and stay at home for a while. 


Not that Richie did not like the visit; on the contrary, he could stay with his baby, but since Ava and Orianthi 
were out to do the shopping along with others, it brought a calmness that cradled his heart and relaxed his 
mind. 


Looking at the little flame dancing on the wick of the candle and with his mind far away from the present, he 
put a hand in his pocket and felt a hard-plastic object under his fingers. 


The edges were rounded but the surface still seemed smooth, at least to the touch. He had forgotten he had 
put it in his pocket. Absent-mindedly, he continued to touch the small object without pulling it out. He touched 
it gently because there was no need to see what it was, hesitating a little because he was not sure about his 


reaction to the sight. 


He took a deep breath to get his mind out of the sea of memories he was going to get drown in, but he was 
completely overwhelmed; he took a clean sheet and a pen and went towards the armchair in the dining room. 


He flopped wearily in it, looked at the paper for a moment, then grabbed the pen and began to write. 


Hey Jonny, 
This is the umpteenth letter that | write to you Or that | write fo myself, | still have not understood the 


difference. 


Its been three years since | told you Id leave the band, and its been two years since we saw each other. Last 


time we only exchange a friendly smile because thats what everyone expects from two grown-up men. 
God, Jon, do you remember when we met? 


We were two kids with hearts filled with hope; committed to our dreams more than our legs clung to those hideous 


leather pants that we would wear to feel cool 


Do you remember how hard it was fo get undressed when we were sweaty and tired from the gig that had just 
finished? 
Every tme we told each other that we would wear pajamas and fuck all that sexy looking and fashionable things. h 


the end, however, we always found an excuse or two fo put them on again 


Do you remember all those times when we were together; at the end of the day, after the holidays, after the 
photo sessions, the useless chatter and the occasional fuck we were in some hotel room, too busy or too 
disappointed or just too lonely to go to sleep despite the tiredness? 

Dave with his philosophical discourses that clashed with Tico's practical attitude and you, who laughed with your 
head on your shoulder and your eyes tired and sometimes sad 


On those evenings when your eyes were betraying you, | was waiting for everyone to leave so | could sneak into 
your bed fo hug you and smell the shampoo in your hair. We would hold each other until we fell asleep, exhausted 
and hoping that in this way the other would not lose the pieces of himself. 


| do not know if | ever told you that it worked for me, Jon As long as you hugged me, | did not lose myself. 


Today | am melancholic. Maybe because it is Christmas and my daughter has decorated the house with lots of little 
yellow lights and in the living room there are already lots of presents under the Christmas tree. 


| remember one year, while we were on tour during the holidays, and you bought one of those Tiny, plastic trees 
and put it in the room we shared We did not have a spare moment being busy with interviews, concerts, fans and 


feeling tired, and yet you had time to get a present for us all. 


You gave me a pick An ordinary pick, | have hundreds of similar and better ones too, but on that one you had 
written our name's initials. All five of us. Alec was still with us; oh, how much time has passed since then 
/ still keep it, even though the ink has faded now, it is one of the most important gifts lve received Not the most 


expensive, not what | wanted most, not even one of the most original ones. 


But, Jon, | remember that night on the 24th December when you, with all your body aching and the voice hoarse 
because of the cold and from having strained it so much in the past gigs, gave me a small, fancy gift bag and 
smiled, looking at me with the most beautiful gaze | had ever seen 


Í felt special 
You looked worn out and flushed, with dark circles under your eyes, and yet, at the back, | saw your desire to 
make me happy. | saw the gleam that, perhaps, our fans had always been used fo seeing in your eyes. But for the 


first time | felt it was just for me. 


| think it was the exact moment in which | realized that | would never be free from your gaze; | realized that it 


would always be inside of me. 


Its lke when you look at a strong ight for too long and after having looked away you still have its shadow in front 
of your eyes, and that's how your look has been etched in my soul. The image that has never faded 


İt is always there. It's been there for thirty years. 
| wanted fo fell you so many things at the time, but | did not and maybe they would not even be necessary to 
say out loud, because you could always read my mind Or at least you did it as long as we kept each other's pieces 


together. 


| thought that once | took my eyes off you, | would be able to go on and not feel lke a part of my soul had been 
forn from me anymore. | hoped that the shadow threw by the strong light of your eyes would fade if | had not 


been exposed fo it any longer. 

| hoped that when I left you, | would have suppressed the desire of what | cannot have. 

It is like looking at a snowflake placed beyond the window | look out at the world 

Ht looks small and fragile, beautiful and perfect in all its parts. | know that sooner or later it should melt but the 
longer | watch, the more it stays there staring at me. And | camot touch it, | cannot hold it and | cannot taste it 
on my tongue. | am forced to admire it and not be able to remove it from my view. 

| told myself that it is only a small snowflake and that a single ray of sunshine would be enough to dissolve it 


Í waited, Jon, | waited for that sun to come out and yet it never did 


l started looking for it. | looked behind the eyes of every person, into every heart that was given to me and in the 


recesses of any soul | met, but no light was ever dazzling enough, no heat strong enough 

| almost surrendered to the dark, when I found the pick youd given me in my old stuff. 

immediately, | felt the warmth of your smile on my lps and the light of your eyes in my soul and | realized it's 
you, youve always been my sun Without you Im just a night without stars and you know, at night its colder and 
the snowflakes do not melt. 


Sometimes it still hurts to know that you are so far away and unattainable, but | still remember your face when 
you said to me: "Enough!" and that left me absolutely devastate, so | just trying to resist and wait until it passes. 


At least I have my snowflake on the other side of the window fo keep me company, as long as we are apart, it 
will remain there and at least | will not be alone. 
He slammed his hand on the table, making the centrepiece clink loudly. 


His breath quickened and a pained expression came over his face. He did it again. He let his feelings surface, he 


gave voice to what he was trying to fight off. 


He looked at the letter he had just finished writing. He smiled bitterly at how foolish and delirious his words 


must have seemed. 
Every time he finished one, he felt exhausted and hurting, yet he could not stop. Writing and music were 
always his emotion outlets, but they were both infected with the memory of Jon and so he gave in to the 


compromise of corroding his soul by the ache of incompleteness to his life. 


He took a deep breath, stood up and exhaled. 


He took the letter carelessly, looked at it without really reading it and then brought it to the flame of the 
candle he had lit shortly before. 


The card caught fire and started crackling. He took it in front of his face, carefully looking at the words that 
were being eaten by the fire, then threw it in the fireless fireplace in front of him, staring at the paper while 


it curled up and burnt. 


Instinctively, one hand slipped into his pocket and the pick touched his fingers again, only this time he pulled it 
out and focused on the faded "J" and "R" initials, positioned side by side as they had always been at that time. 


He held it on his palm and once again resigned himself to what needed to be, to stay in the company of that 
single snowflake that would not melt. 


